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Chapter | - John and Paul tried out something new 


Author's Notes: 


| fell in love with The Beatles in the Seventies. During several trips to London, | tried to get inside the Abbey 
Road studios and always visited Cavendish Avenue where Paul's house is. Sadly, none of the guys where there, 
but | got an autograph from Linda McCartney and chatted with her. She had left the house with their little 


girls, and she was pregnant with her and Paul's son James. 

Enjoy the first chapter of my fic. | hope that you'll like the story! Merry Christmas! 
Chapter I: 

Paul and John tried out something new 


John and Paul left the Abbey Road Studios in best mood. They had finished recording their instrumental lines 
for several songs of their new album. They had played flawlessly - Paul stoically on his favorite left-hand 
bass, and John had done hard rhythm guitar lines without tearing up the strings of his guitar or something 


worse. 


They crossed Abbey Road, using the zebra crossing there, then they headed for Cavendish Avenue where Paul 
had bought himself a house not long ago. It was a short walk to Cavendish Avenue, and because it was already 
near midnight and a pretty icy winter day, there weren't any groupies loitering about the house, or trying to 
climb up the high wall around the small property to get in 


John rubbed his icy cold hands together and groaned, while Paul failed to get open the large door to his 
property with his also cold fingers. None of them wore winter gloves. Paul dropped his keys several times, but 
finally he succeeded. As they walked to the house, Paul breathed on his fingers to warm them up. But he 
dropped his keys another time as he tried to open the house's front door. 


John watched Paul's poor efforts and shook his head. 

‘| really don't know how you manage to play your bass," he indignantly said. "You are such a clumsy fool." 
"Shut up!" 

The very same time, Paul had got open the door. 

They entered the house, and inside it was warm enough to get John sigh in relief. They threw off their scarfs 
and overcoats and walked into the kitchen to have a look into the fridge. It was nearly completely empty. There 
just were three bottles of beer, some dubiously looking butter and a small piece of mouldily cheese. John 
groaned once more. 

‘lm fucking hungry, and there's nothing of worth inside your fridge," he complained angrily. "And these three 
bottles of beer aren't enough to get drunk. .. | really hope that you still have the two bottles of whisky what | 


have brought eight days ago. | want a drink. Immediately.” 


"Uuuh, I'm so sorry," Paul murmured, looking down at the floor, ashamed. "I finished the last bottle yesterday. 
I'm totally sorry. But | really haven't thought of ..." 


"You are such an idiot," John barked at him. "What now? There's nothing to eat and nothing to get drunk. As 
always, | want to add. And I'm pretty sure that there won't be any toilet paper, too. Also, as usual.” 


"This isn't true," Paul protested in hurt tone. "There's enough toilet paper to wipe your ass. Just have a look 
inside the bathrooms. .. And we don't have to eat or to get drunk, because | have something better." 


He showed John a crumpled piece of tin foil what he had got out of the left front pocket of his jeans. His face 
had lightened up, and he grinned at John. 


"What's this?" John asked. "Do you want me to eat some fucking tin foil?" 


"Of course, not!" 

Paul unfolded the dubious thing in his hand. There were three very small pills inside. 

"| got them from George. He said that it would be a pretty good stuff. Acid, you know. LSD. L-S-D! Really good 
stuff. Of best quality, as George told me. He has tried it out himself, and he liked the trips very much. He said 
that the colors all around him got extremely intense and brilliant, and that his hearing got highly sensitive, so 
he was able to hear even ultrasound frequencies. Like a bat, you know. And he wrote six songs in a row. He 
loved the experience. .. So, let's get tripped, too. You will enjoy it." 


John groaned. 


"Since when do you believe in George's exaggerated expert's reports?" he asked "The guy is always stoned 


about his ass, and most of the time he uses to mumble about complete nonsense." 


He eyed the pills suspiciously. Paul still offered them to him with a smile. Finally, John clicked his tongue and 
took one of the small pills. 


“Alright, who cares. Let's try it out" 


He opened a bottle of beer, then he threw the pill into his mouth and swallowed it with the aid of large gulps 
of beer. He emptied the bottle in no time. Then he smacked his lips. 


"No taste at all," he told Paul who had gulped down a pill, too. "I doubt that the stuff will have an effect at all 


"Aww, don't be such a pessimist." Paul patted John's shoulder. "Let's go to the living room. George said that he 
had to sit down to enhance the effects of the stuff. He said that he felt great." 


John just sneered but didn't say a word as he followed Paul to the living room. They both sat down on the 


large couch after Paul had activated his record player. 

They listened to the music of The Beatles’ third album for a long while. Nothing else happened for nearly one 
hour, except the changing of the album on the record player. Now, they listened to The Beatles’ fourth album. 
John thought that the sound was much too loud, and it got louder every five minutes. 

Then, he sniffed numerous times. 

"What's this? It smells awfully. Like very long termed dead rats or mice. Or have you murdered someone?" 


Paul sniffed, too, and shook his head. 


"| don't smell anything." 


He turned his head and looked at John, smiling. His pupils had got extremely wide. 


John just sneered once more. He didn't feel relaxed in any way, and he wasn't in good mood any longer. And the 


music got louder and louder. 


Suddenly, John noticed some movement out of the corners of his eyes. He quickly turned his head to stare at 
the corridor outside the living room. Paul had switched off the light there, and the corridor was dark. Nothing 
else. But John went on to stare at the pitch-black darkness of the corridor, furrowing his brows. 


Paul started to hum to their own songs. He laid back his head and closed his eyes, smiling nonstop. There was 


no doubt about the fact that Paul felt great. He stroked his face with his fingertips. 


"Oh, this feels so good. My body is tingling all over, and the music echoes inside of me. It is all over my body. | 
can see every single note. And they taste wonderfully. Like the tulips in spring. Great." 


"You are crazy," John told him. 


Still, he stared at the dark corridor. Then, after a while, he spotted a rabbit. A rose-red rabbit with extremely 


long ears. It seemed to hop along the corridor, and John watched the scene, openmouthed. He couldn't believe it. 


Just some seconds later, another rabbit showed up and hopped speedily. It squeaked, and it was of a bright 
yellow color. An orange colored deer with unbelievably large antlers followed closely without giving a sound. A 
green-eyed black cat sat on his back. The cat hissed at John As the deer passed the door, he turned his head 
and looked at John His eyes glowed dangerously, and John spotted extremely long fangs inside the deer's mouth. 
Then, the deer was gone, and the corridor looked as pitch-black as before. 


"What the fuck is going on?" John whispered. He had tensed up. "Paul, there are rose-red and yellow rabbits in 
the corridor, and an orange deer with fangs like a lion, and with a black cat on his back. The deer has stared at 
me and showed me his fangs. And his eyes had a pretty dangerous glow." 


Paul smiled happily with his eyes closed. He still stroked his face and ran his fingers through his dark hair, 


over and over again. 


"Oh, come on, John!" he said after a long while. "I really can't remember to own rabbits or an orange deer with 


glowing eyes as pets. And there isn't a cat, too." 


"But | have seen them," John barked. "They passed by the fucking door. There is no doubt about it. .. And the 


stinking has got worse. There must be lots of rotten dead animals inside this living room and the corridor." 


“There are no dead animals and no bad smelling. To the contrary, | can smell the music, and it smells like red 
roses. .. You are pretty hysterical, as usual," Paul answered, his tone snobbish. "Ah, and I'm floating about the 
ceiling, now. .. And did you know that the bass lines of these songs have the colors of a rainbow, uuuhhh, yes, 


there are TWO rainbows. Or, maybe three or four. | don't know for sure." 


John didn't listen to Paul because he got shocked by the green-red-black and blue checked hyena what was 
passing by the door. Slowly. Its fur looked like a discolored tartan outfit. And there were glowing fangs, too. 


“That's enough, now!" John jumped up the couch in the state of shock. "There's an awfully colored hyena, too, 
and hyenas use to be pretty dangerous and always hungry. .. Maybe, the fucking hyena thinks of hunting us 
down, after it has finished up all those stinking dead animals. And that deer looked extremely dangerous, too .. | 
need a weapon to defend us against these monsters." 


He looked around hastily, desperately wringing his hands. Then, he ran up to the fireplace of Paul's living room 
and grabbed one of the pokers there. The largest one, of course. 


"There's something very, very weird going on. | don't want to get hunted down by this hyena and this orange 
deer! .. Maybe, these rabbits are dangerous, too. .. | don't want to get eaten alive by those monsters! .. You 
better get up your lazy ass to help me to defend us against them.’ 


WATER! WE NEED WATER! 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy the second chapter! 


Chapter 2 - "WATER! WE NEED WATER!" 


After John had ordered him to get up from the couch and help to defend their lives against the monsters, 
Paul just stared at John, his mouth hanging open. Then he swallowed hard. 


"What .. what ... what's going on? Monsters? And a deer and rabbits and hyenas inside MY house? .. Come onl 
You must have lost your mind" 


"You forgot the cat," John hissed at Paul. "A black cat. With greenish or, maybe, yellowish glowing eyes. .. A 
beast!" 


Out of the corners of his eyes he noticed two more hyenas in the dark corridor outside Paul's living room. One 


of them was of a bright blue color, the other one yellow with lots of purple dots. 


John squealed as the hyenas suddenly stopped dead in the dark corridor at the door to the living room, their 
heads turned to the side. They fixed John with dangerously glowing eyes. Amazingly, their eyes' colors changed 


every few seconds, from red to yellow, and from yellow to green. Like traffic lights. 


John stared at the horrible hyenas with his mouth open, and the hyenas stared back. John felt an icy cold 
shiver running through his whole body and he started to tremble. He grabbed the poker hook more tightly. 


"Paull There are two other horrible hyenas," he said in low tone, keeping his eyes on the hyenas. "A blue one 


and a yellow one with purple dots all over .. They'll tear us into small pieces and eat us up - ALIVE!" 
Paul, still laying lazily on the couch, looked up at John, then he looked around the room, completely confused. 


"What? Where?" he asked, his eyes wide open. "There are no hyenas. And there never have been any hyenas in 
my house. | would have noticed those hyenas, if there are some of them inside my house. Really. Especially, if 
you consider that hyenas usually are extremely greedy and want to get fed all the time, what would cost me 
a fortune, but, anyway, I'm sure that your hyenas will prefer to eat those dead and rotten animals you are 
thinking of, and I'm also pretty sure that YOUR hyenas use to pee on everything in sight, preferably on the 
beds and all the pillows, and | would have got that for sure. | don't like to get the beds and pillows peed on. 
Besides..." 


"Shut upl" John yelled and stared daggers at Paul. "You are such a dull imbecile that you would get bored to 
death every hyena what exists on earth, before the poor beast would even get to rip your lazy ass into little 


pieces and eat them." 


Suddenly, John got it that he had forgotten to keep an eye on the door, and he looked there hastily. The 
hyenas with the horrible traffic light eyes had disappeared. 


Sighing in relief, he looked back at Paul, who was still loitering sluggishly on the sofa, smiling sheepishly while he 
cuddled with a red velvet sofa cushion. 


Once again, John got furious in no time. His pulse raced. 


"Now I'm fed up by your stupid grin!" he yelled at Paul. "If you don't get your ass up right now, you'll get to 


know me, you idiot! These awful monsters will eat us alive. Your stupid ass, too, as | wanna add once more!" 
"Okay, okay, if you believe in those monsters, I'll help you," Paul said and groaned. 

He got up from the sofa in slow motion and then remained there, unsteadily swaying on his legs. With his eyes 
wide open, he tried to fix them on John, but it wasn't easy because he also tried to stand on his right leg at 


the same time, his left leg lifted, while stretching his arms over his head. 


His swaying increased dangerously, but before he could fall to the ground, John had jumped up to him, grabbed 
Paul's right arm to keep his poor bandmate on his feet. 


"What, the fuck, are you up to, now?" he hissed at Paul." Do you think that you are a fucking flamingo, or 


what?" 
Paul wobbled with his head and gave John a blissful smile. 


"Yes, that's an idea, a really fabulous idea. .. If l'm a flamingo, your hyenas can't eat me alive because | just 


would fly away. Great! What an incredibly great idea. .. l'm a pink flamingo, and | fly and fly .. and fly again" 
Paul waved around with his free arm, because he now apparently thought that it was a flamingo's wing. 


"You complete fooll" John hissed at him. "Flamingos are too stupid to fly. Pull your ass together now and help 


me to defend ourselves. There's no more time. .. Where's your fucking strong-room with your firearms?" 


Paul stared at John in perplexity. His pupils were extremely wide, and his eyeballs oscillated continuously up and 


down, and back again. 


"Firearms inside a fucking strong-room? | don't have a strong-room, and no guns, as far as | know. Do | look 


like a hunter, or what? .. But I'll help you, just because | like you." 


He looked around his living room. Then he freed himself from John and jumped to one of the room's windows. 
Near to it, one of his basses had got leaned against a small table, and Paul grabbed him by the fretboard. 
Then, he started to swing the bass around above his head. At the same time, he wildly stared toward the 


living room door. 


"Don't even try to eat us alive, you damned masses of hyenas!" he yelled at the door. "If you don't wanna get 


smacked your hyena asses." 

John snorted in fury. 

“There are just three hyena, you idiot, as | have told you ..!" 

"What?" Paul looked at John in amazement, and then back at the door, his bass still swinging around. "But | can 
see them! .. A whole herd. There are, wait a second, one .. two.. three.. or four .. no, there are five. Or seven? 
Oh, wait, | think that | missed several of them. There are, maybe, ten And a few very little ones, maybe hyena 
babies. But they look very cute and friendly, and they are not checkered at all, or blue or yellow colored .." 
"With purple dots!" John shot at Paul. 

"Well, okay, with purple dots, if you think so," Paul said and scratched his head. “But I'm sure that they are all 
colored in gold and silver, and that looks beautiful. And they just are eating the grass on the ground. That's 
totally harmless and very nice of then, I'd say, because | don't have to mow the meadow, now." 

John just gave a desperate moan, Suddenly, he noticed something strange out of the corners of his eyes and 
turned his head around. The unbearably loud music seemed to have got turned down, but now the music notes 
got visible and squirted out of the record player. In droves. They were all pitch black and slowly rotated around 
themselves. And they watched John, like some Black Ravens of the Doomed! Still in wait, but ready to peck. 
Then, in addition, a row of bass and violin keys appeared, and the bass keys were clearly malicious. 

When crescendo and decrescendo music signs suddenly shot up from the record player and morphed into a 
twitching and pre-attacking swarm of blood-red arrowheads, John had had enough. He screamed shrilly, jumped 
over to Paul and grabbed at him, again. 

"Get downl" he yelled, dragging Paul to the ground. 

Paul's bass hit the back of John’s head, but John ignored the pain. 

"The beasts are up to kill us! Get out of here!" 


He hastily crawled towards the door while he dragged Paul with him. 


Paul looked around, confused and open-mouthed. He clearly had no idea what was going on, but he gave in and 


crawled alongside John, still clutching his basses‘ fretboard. 


John always kept in mind that there were the dangerous music notes behind their backs, which also the 


malicious note keys. 

And these crescendo and decrescendo arrows, of course. The arrows had started to give a hiss. A murderous 
hissing sound! Poison dripped down from their tips to the floor, where they immediately burned black holes into 
the carpet. 

John gave another fearful scream and accelerated his pace. Paul also had to crawl faster to keep up with John. 
"What the hell, is going on?" he managed to ask. 

"SHUT UP!" 

The guys had finally reached the door, and John dragged Paul into the corridor and around the corner. 

Not a second too soon! 

The deadly arrows noisily collided with the living room's wall beside the door, and with the opposite wall of the 
corridor. There, they drilled themselves deep inside of them in no time, while they gave a vicious crescendo 


and decrescendo hiss. 


Their venom ran down the walls and created small rivulets on the floor. The rivulets quickly grew as they 


began to flow toward John and Paul. Toxic, yellow-green colored fumes rose from them. 
"Ah! .. Help! .. HELP!" John screamed hysterically. "Oh, please, please, help us!" 


He got on his hands and knees and crawled through the dark corridor to the small entrance hall of the house 


in a hurry. Luckily, neither the orange deer nor the other monsters could be seen 


"Water! We need water against the acid!" he gasped. "There's acid, lots of acid! Its hunting us down! .. Come on, 
move your ass, Paull .. PAUL! .. We need water to get the acid diluted before it'll burn us to ashes! .. WATER!" 


